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Prologue

Brenda has ascended to the throne of the Drug
Starr Cartel. She's the first Queen Pin of the organization and
more ruthless than all of her predecessors combined. In the first
four installments, Brenda left a trail of blood, lies, betrayal,
deceit and death in her quest for control, money and power. Her
dastardly deeds and accomplishments could circle City Hall ten
times. One would think she would take time to enjoy the fruits of
her labor, but her personality type won't allow it. In a nutshell,
Brenda wants it all. Without outside competition, there's no one to
stop her. Her fiercest competitor is herself as she's constantly
trying to outdo her last accomplishment.

In I'll Never Let You Go
5: Into The Darkness, Brenda continues her devious ways
as she pillages the city of Philadelphia and beyond. But is someone
holding a trump card over Brenda? Is there someone Brenda must pay
homage to for her success? Is she truly a one-person machine or is
someone else really the shot caller?


Chapter One

“The end of the world is at hand.

The end of the world is at hand,” repeatedly
mumbles the disheveled elderly person pacing back and forth in
front of the subway entrance.

“Get your lives right with God now or spend
your eternity in the Lake of Fire.”

The vagabond’s wearing a soiled, tattered
plaid suit about two sizes too small. He accessorizes with a ripped
tee shirt, napkin pocket square, polka dot bow tie, no socks and
boots worn down to the ground. The toe boxes have been cut away,
exposing his long, black, crusted toenails. He rolls his waistband
several times to keep his pants up for he doesn’t have a belt. He
has an Afro pick in his matted hair, red bandana and three hoop
earrings in his right earlobe. Two upper teeth and three lower make
up the grill of his mouth. He mumbles continuously to himself when
not making erratic outbursts.

He does a series of gestures which each end
with him pointing to the heavens. His self-crafted billboard is
constructed from a discarded television box with a message scribed
in red lipstick.

It reads “Jesus is the way, the truth and the
light.”

The man has become a fixture, so pedestrians
are accustomed to his rants. He rotates to this location every four
weeks like an animal on a migration route. He tosses the sign in
the air and attempts to catch it, but it hits the ground. He picks
it up and repeats the act this time successfully.

He wobbles over to the trashcan to retrieve a
partially-eaten sandwich discarded by someone whose bus finally
arrived. There’s an advertisement of Brenda Melendez running the
entire length of the bus. She also has five billboards and two
murals throughout the city. She’s become a media darling and a much
sought after speaker. The commuter screams at the driver as she
pushes her way through folks exiting the bus.

“It’s about damn time you got here,” says the
woman, swiping her transpass. “I’m going to have to pay my daycare
an additional thirty dollars for being late,” yells the woman
angrily.

“I apologize, but there were some protesters
blocking the street. We had to wait for the police to disperse the
crowd,” responds the driver calmly.

“You don’t have any alternate routes? Don’t
you have a GPS device for the bus?”

“We can’t abandon the route without
permission, miss.”

“Hell, you only had to go a couple of blocks
down, over and around. You don’t need a PhD to figure that out,”
bellows the woman. The driver becomes visibly agitated.

“The crowd gathered suddenly and we were in
the middle of it. I apologize for the delay,” says the driver,
about to explode from the disgruntled commuter’s bitching.

“I don’t give a shit. You’d better work it
out the next time or I’m going to take the money out of your ass.
That was my overtime money and I was planning on getting my outfit
out of layaway.”

“Lady, sit your ass down or take the next bus
and be an hour late. I’m tired of listening to your bullshit every
fucking day.” The passengers cheer as the lady reluctantly heads
towards the back of the bus.

“I’m going to report you, mister. I pay your
salary and you can’t talk to me like that,” says the passenger,
trying to get someone to take her side.

“Well today I am so deal with it.”

The bus loops around City Hall and continues
its journey up Broad Street.

The police walk over and observe the vagabond
for a few moments. They conclude he’s harmless and continue their
patrol.

The man lays his sign over a manhole cover
and sits in a yoga-like pose. People simply walk around him and
continue on their merry way. He bows his head and seems to be
praying, then raises his hands towards the heavens.

A group of five teenagers with backpacks on
get off the escalator bringing them from the Concourse level.

They purchase some snacks from a street
vendor then turn their attention to the old man minding his own
business.

“Old dude, why you sitting in the middle of
the street like that?” asks one of the boys.

“Who meditates in the middle of the fucking
street?” asks one of the boys throwing his empty plastic juice
container at his head. The man moves to avoid being struck.

“Get the fuck out of the way,” screams
another. They circle him like a pack of hyenas ready to pounce on a
zebra in the jungle. The man doesn’t respond. The boys think he’s
ignoring them, but he’s partially deaf.

“Yo, he’s playin’ you, man,” says
another.

“You gonna let old dude diss you like that?”
yells a fourth pouring his beverage over the makeshift bed.

“Fuck no.” The first thug kicks the man and
the rest join in the fracas. They pummel him endlessly and he
begins to spit blood. He tries to defend himself but is
overpowered.

He tries to block the flurry of blows to the
stomach and head, but there are too many coming too fast. Someone
yells for the police, but no one dares to interfere. They’ve seen
this pack of animals in action before and don’t want to be on their
list.

The man is able to break away and takes off
across Market Street, dodging through traffic. The gang is in hot
pursuit. He makes a quick left onto a small street and purposely
slows down so his pursuers can close the gap between them. He bangs
on the back door of the restaurant still under construction.

He twists and turns the knob but the lock
won’t release. As the boys discover their prey, he jiggles the knob
one last time. The door opens and he enters the vestibule. The
inside door has bars so there’s nowhere else to run. He cowers in
the corner and begins to weep and then chants in a strange
language.

The boys pause momentarily, then laugh and
taunt him. One lad displays his penis and urinates on him. The
cowards laugh and high five each other.

Suddenly, the man lets out a loud shrill and
the boys freeze.

His head rotates 180 degrees and the rest of
his body follows.

He stands and towers over the youth and
flexes as his body transforms. He uses his powers of psychokinesis
to lock the door, preventing escape.

The boys step over each other to get to the
door first. The punk with the most mouth begins to cry like a baby.
They begin to assault one another, drawing blood still trying to
escape. They bang relentlessly on the door to deaf ears. Their
attempt to break down the door is futile. He now begins to howl and
beats on his chest. With fear in their eyes, they watch the
vagabond transform into a werewolf-type creature.

The prey has become the predator. He takes
his time slashing their throats and pulling out their hearts so the
others can observe their fates. They look on in horror, knowing
they are helpless and about to meet death. The next to the last kid
begs for mercy but the creature simply laughs and crushes his
skull. The last teenager gets out a partial prayer before meeting
his fate. After they’ve all been slain, the creature absorbs their
souls and slowly reverts back to human form. He cleans himself so
there’s no trace of blood but disregards the crime scene.

He disposes of their skeletal remains in the
dumpster and exits at the other end of the street wearing the
apparel of his victims.


Chapter Two

Detective Johnson stares blankly at the box
of cold case files. These cases have haunted him throughout his
career. He always seems to be just one step behind the monsters who
avoided him only to kill again and again. He ponders if the
victims’ souls still wander aimlessly while waiting for justice. Do
the perpetrators of these horrific crimes have any remorse or
regret? Do they have any sleepless nights or do they just snuggle
under their sheet or blanket and peacefully drift into La La
Land.

He lights a cigar, exhales and reaches for
the bottom drawer of his desk. He pulls out the hollowed book to
retrieve his vodka to flavor the coffee. Who the hell needs creamer
or a sugar substitute when you can get that wow factor with a real
shot? He’s totally disappointed to find the well has run dry. He
turns it over and hits the bottom continuously as if he’s trying to
get the last drop to free itself. He goes to his emergency stash,
but it’s also depleted. Frustrated, he pours the coffee into the
potted plant and tosses the paper cup. He walks across the room to
secure the door. Once back at his desk, he removes a bag of
powdered cocaine from his shirt pocket. He takes a matchbook cover
and creates several lines on a mirror. He crafts a makeshift straw
from a dollar bill and quickly snorts his troubles away.

He leans back to avoid the drip and then
wipes his nose with his sleeve. He’s snorted so much cocaine he’s
literally destroying his nostrils from the inside out.

Blood trickles from both nostrils. He takes a
tissue and blows his nose to clear any excess blood. He dips his
finger into a cup of water then uses it to soothe the burning
sensation in his nostrils.

Johnson turns to his left and observes the
neatly filed red folders propped up by bookends. His blood pressure
goes up immediately. He knocks the folders from the desk onto the
floor only to retrieve them a few seconds later. He bangs his hands
over and over again on his desk, then sighs and lowers his head.
What infuriates him most is that he and other law enforcement
officials and agencies know the killer. They know who violently
took the lives of these people, yet he can’t do anything about it.
How the fuck did she get a pass? Who washed all her sins away,
allowing her to now function in the open as if nothing ever
happened? Why have the victims’ family members suddenly become
silent? Not only do they embrace her, they openly support her by
frequently appearing on commercials endorsing and praising her
causes.

The flashing muted flat screen television
reminds Johnson it’s still on. He restores the sounds and surfs
through the channels. He stops when he sees the killer walking
towards a podium to address the large, enthusiastic crowd. The
audience stands, applauds and cheers for a full minute before
sitting down. He sighs in disbelief. He pulls his gun from his
holster and takes aim, mimicking pulling the trigger. He won’t fire
because he’d have to replace the TV again. He last shot it when the
Eagles lost the Super Bowl to New England. What kind of connections
does she have that can get her what appears to be complete
immunity? Johnson kicks the wall, causing several pictures to fall.
There’s a knock on the door.

“Detective Johnson, are you alright?” asks
the voice on the other side of the door.

“Yes, I’m fine, Kowalski.”

“Can I come in, Johnson?”

“Dammit, I said I’m fine,” replies
Johnson.

“I’m just checking on you, sir. You’ve had a
couple of falls in the last two weeks.”

“I said I didn’t fall. I tripped on my shoe
strings, now leave me the hell alone,” bellows Johnson.

“I’ll leave you alone as soon as you let me
in to take a look around, sir.

These are my orders from Internal Affairs and
the Commissioner," states Kowalski, now banging on the door.

"Fuck them and you. Go bother somebody else,
you fucking snitch," screams Johnson.

"I've never snitched on you and you know
this," responds a dejected Kowalski.

"Whatever," says Johnson nonchalantly.

"They truly believe you're out of
control.

Look, they're going to fire you if they think
you're unfit to perform your duties. And showing up drunk first
thing every morning isn't helping your case. Get your fucking shit
together, dude," yells Kowalski.

Johnson reluctantly opens the door.

“I’m sorry for busting your balls, Kowalski.
You’ve always had my back," says Johnson remorsefully.

“And still do. We started in the academy
together. Let's leave this bitch together with full pensions. I’ve
seen what I needed to see. Carry on, sir.” Kowalski closes the door
as he exits.

"Kowalski, I'm sorry. I really mean it,"
yells Johnson, not realizing Kowalski is out of hearing range.

Johnson sits down and stares at his nemesis.
How will he get the powers that be to see the light? Who will help
him and how will he bring this proprietor of evil to justice? Will
she ever pay for her sins? Is it up to him to decide if it’ll be in
this lifetime or the next? Not able to tolerate it anymore, he
straightens his tie and combs his hair. He reaches for the
mouthwash to gargle, then recalls he never had a drink. He grabs
his car keys and suit jacket and heads to the nearest bar.


Chapter Three

“Bartholomew, I have good news for you, my
friend,” says the image in the lake. Although the current is rough
elsewhere, it’s tranquil in this particular spot. Even as
Bartholomew dips his hands in to take a drink, the image stays in
place.

Bartholomew is over two thousand years old
and is a member of the AOG, Agents of God. Bartholomew has the
ability through metamorphosis to take on the appearance and dialect
of any life form on any planet in any universe. Some say he can
even change into inanimate objects if necessary.

His current appearance is of a trader in the
Mid-East.

“What news have you for me?” asks
Bartholomew, walking back to his campsite to check his dinner. He’s
approximately five yards from the edge of the lake. He’s cooking
fish caught a few minutes earlier. He’s seasoned it with local
herbs and an exotic spice from Africa to give it a robust flavor.
He pierces the skin to determine if it’s done and decides to let it
cook a little longer. He walks back to the edge of the lake.

“The one you seek is on this planet,”
responds the image.

“How do you know this?” asks Bartholomew.

“Do you doubt me?” questions the image.

“You’ve led me on wild goose chases before,
brother.”

“Not intentionally, my friend.”

“He just always seems to be a couple of steps
ahead of us,” says Bartholomew, using a small piece of bark to
clean his teeth.

“This time it’s for real.”

“How can you be so sure?” asks
Bartholomew.

“There’s a power source of unbelievable
magnitude on this world. It’s a type of evil not seen on any planet
for centuries. It has the potential to become as powerful as our
boss’s main nemesis.”

“We’ve had hundreds of false reports in the
past. And now I’m supposed to believe this is not a drill? This is
the real thing? Oh sure, I believe you,” says Bartholomew
sarcastically.

“We’ve never had energy readings like this in
the past. They’re off the chart,” says the image.

“Where is this vessel of clay located?”

“The person of interest is in the United
States of America.”

“And you believe our boy will go after it?”
asks Bartholomew, returning to remove the fish from the fire. He
places it on a plate and returns to continue his conversation. He
blesses the food and begins to eat.

“He has to make a move. His boss’s command is
to return with vessel in tow.”

Bartholomew sprinkles more spices on the fish
and eats a little more. He takes a sip of water and wipes his
mouth.

“I’ve got to ask you, my brother, why do we
continue to play this game? Why doesn’t our boss just smite them
all and return things back to the way they were supposed to be in
the beginning?” asks a very puzzled Bartholomew.

“This is like a movie and HE’s the director.
He is the only one who can change the script. He drafted it this
way for a reason,” says the image adamantly.

“I know, but if it were me, I’d...”

“It’s not you, and watch your thoughts, my
friend. Stay focused on your task,” says the image.

“Can you not understand my doubt though? I’ve
been pursuing this being for centuries and haven’t even gotten a
glimpse of him or her or it,” says a frustrated Bartholomew.

“You’ve had other cases along the way,” says
the image.

“And I’ve been successful with all of them
except this one,” bellows Bartholomew.

“So the ugly truth exposes itself.”

“What do you mean?”

“This is about you. You’re concerned about
having a blemish on your record,” says the image.

“You’ve got to be kidding me. I didn’t even
see it,” says Bartholomew.

“That’s how the enemy works.

He looks for an opening and exposes it.”

“I didn’t think we were susceptible to such
things.”

“We’re all at risk if we’re not careful. Ego,
arrogance, jealousy, pride can affect anyone.”

“I’ve got to go pray and ask for
forgiveness,” says Bartholomew, now riddled with guilt.

“God knows your heart. So you’ll take on the
assignment?”

“There was never any doubt that I would. I
was just troubled, that’s all.”

“Good, we want you to depart immediately,”
says the image.

“I’m not even sure how to identify it. How do
I go on?” asks a bewildered Bartholomew.

“On faith, as you have been, my brother.”


Chapter Four

“So what was the take this evening?” inquires
Brenda, switching from her preacher’s robe into her camouflage
gear.

She lights up a joint and kicks her feet up
on the coffee table.

“Roughly 2.5 million dollars after expenses,
including payroll,” says Kandy, Brenda's new personal assistant and
accountant. Kandy is a five-foot-five Caucasian woman with
sista-like curves. Her hair is cropped and colored red. She has a
piercing in her tongue and the upper part of her ear. Kandy
graduated from Temple University with honors and had dreams of
becoming a certified CPA for a huge conglomerate.

After a chance meeting with Brenda though
mutual friends, her career path took a serious detour. Kandy now
manages the cash flow for Brenda’s legitimate business ventures.
Brenda offered her twice as much as she would have made in her
career choice. Kandy is also a social media expert, event planner,
chef and bodyguard.

“That’s a great take for a two-hour
performance,” says Brenda, sipping champagne.

“Can I ask you a question boss lady, and keep
my job?” asks Kandy nervously.

“Sure you can darling, just as long as it’s
done respectfully. I want you to feel free to speak your mind,”
says Brenda, now massaging her foot.

“I’m new so I don’t want to go outside my
lane,” says Kandy looking down at the floor.

“Look baby, I don’t like no punk bitches. And
look me in the eyes so I can see into your soul.
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